AT   HOME

October tenth, 1913, 9.30 p.m.

IT all began on a fine June morning in 1905. Nothing has
has been the same since. Life took on a new meaning, that
day.
It was the first anniversary of my wife's death. I had found
it hard to reconcile myself to that loss, and the recurrence
of the date revived in sharp detail the whole pitiful story
of Joyce's unwilling departure and my unspeakable desola-
tion.
For some time it had been in my mind to order a suitable
marker for her grave. I had been tardy about it, hoping that
my financial circumstances might improve. But there was
no sign of such improvement. My affairs were growing more
dismaying.
Restless and lonely, I resolved to visit some concern
dealing in memorial stones and see whether I could afford
to honour my dear girl's grave with a little monument It
was while engaged in this errand that I came by the secret
of personal power.
Joyce and I had been very companionable. Not only were
we naturally congenial, but her long illness had bound us
together in a tender intimacy hardly to be achieved under
any other circumstance. During the last year of her life,
which we spent ia Tucson, I made no attempt to do anything
but keep her comfortable and amused I tried to stand
between her and all the little jars and irks and shocks* When